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rheTyjgedkl^Ck' 

Or my fhamdelife inhisdifhohwr lies* -j ; rnij mv/ 
Thou kilft me in his life gming him breath, f , v 

The traimrliues. the true man* put to'death. • 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gods fake let me im, ,, 
King#.. WhatiWi'l voice fuppliautmakej thiteger crie? 
Du. A woman, an4 thy aunt(great kipg)tis I, i> r 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the dpore, 

A beggar begs that neuerbegd before. 

King Our feene is altred from a ferious things 
And now changde to the Beggar and the King? O 
My dangerous coufin»let your mother in, 1 

I know the is come toprayfor your foule finne,:, 

Torke If thou do pardon whofoeucr pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may: 

This feftred ioynt cut off, the reft reft found. 

This let alone viil all thereft confound. ; ■ > , r. 

Du. Oh kingibelecue not this hard-hearted man, i r»T 
Loue louingnotit felfe, none other can. 

Y orke Thou frantike woman, what doftthoumake heref 
Shall thy ol d dugs once morea traitor reare? nt 

Du . Sweete Yorke be pati'cnt,heare me gentle Liege, i r 
KingH Rife vp good aunt. 

Du. Notyef-I thee befcech, 

For euer wil I walke vpon my kneer* 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees. 

Till thou giue ipy.vnUItbou bid me ioy, : ' ^ 

By pardoning Rutland my tranfgrcfsing boy. 

^4um. Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knee* 

yorke Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 maift thou t>riueif thou graunt any grace. 

Du. Plcades he inearneft? looke vpon rmface. 

His eies d o drop so teares^his ( ptayers are inieft. 

His words come from his month, ours from our breatt, 

He pray esbutfaintly,and would be denied. 

We pray with heart and foule, and allbefidc* 

His weary ioypts would gladly rife I know* 

Out knees ftill kneel*' to me ground they grow, 


His 



KingRkhArd thcfecond. 

His oravers arc full of falfe hypoctifie, 

Gunofrruc ! X m luuc 

tE«« wtoth^rwc prayer «Jght to haue. 
yorke Good aunt ftand vp. 

Du Nay.do not fay, ftand vp, . _ 

Say Pardon fir (Land afterwards, ftandvp. 

And if I were thy nurfe thy tong to teach. 

Pardon fhoulrl be the firft word of thy fpeacht 

I neuer lons.d tohearc a word till now. 

thou^each pardon pardon to deftroy J 
Ah my fower husband, my hard-heatted Lord. 

That L .he word i. felfe agarnfl the word : 

T hine eiebegins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there. 

Or in this piteous heart plant thou thine earc. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehear e. 

KingH. Good aunt ftandvp. 

Du. I do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is all the lute I haue in hand. 

Kin z 1 pardon him as God (ball pardon me. 

Du Oh happy vantage of a kneeling knee. 

Yet am I ficke for fcare, fpeake it a^aine, 

Twice faying pardon doth not pardon twainc. 

But makes one pardonftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al my heart. 

Du. A god on earth thou art. , A 

K i„gH. But for our tmfty brother in law and the Abbot* 

With all the reft of that contorted crew* 

T^_n-...cv. fKnl dtw them at the nccles* 


With all the reft of that contorted crew* 
Deftruftion ftrait fhal dog them at the hcelefe 
Good vncle,help to order feuerall powers, 
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